40                          THE DESERT OF LOVE

found in a woman's face, though, when it is, how deeply it
moves us, how convincingly persuades that Thought, Idea,
Intelligence are words of the feminine gender!)

In front of the church at Talence the young woman got up,
leaving with the men she was deserting only the fragrance of
her presence, and even that had vanished by the time Raymond
reached the end of his journey. It was scarcely cold at all on this
January evening. He was not even tempted to run. Already there
was a promise in the foggy air of the secret sweetness of the
coming season. The earth was stripped but not asleep.

Raymond, intent on his own thoughts, noticed nothing that
evening as he sat at table with his family, though his father had
never looked so ill. Madame Courreges made no reference to
the fact. He mustn't be "pestered," as she said to the Basques as
soon as he had gone upstairs with his mother. All the same, she
had made up her mind to talk to Duluc without his knowledge.
The room reeked of the Lieutenant's cigar. Leaning against the
mantelpiece, Gaston said: "There's no doubt about it, mother:
something's the matter with him." There was a military quality
of command about the jerky brevity of his speech, and when
Madeleine, taking an opposite line to her mother, remarked: "It
may be only some temporary upset. . ." he interrupted her.

"No, Madeleine, it's serious. Your mother is quite right."

The young woman had the temerity to argue. He raised his
voice:

"I say that your mother is right, and that should be enough
for you!"

Up on the first floor Madame Courreges die elder knocked
gendy at her son's door. She found him seated with a number
of books open before him. She asked no questions, but sat knit-
dag, saying nothing. If her silence, her reticence became more
than he could bear, if he felt the sudden need to speak, she was
ready to listen. But a sure instinct kept her from forcing his